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The Tragedy ' "’*■*- 

Ilewinnc our ancient right mFrancehgaine, 

Or dye a fouldier as I lin'd a King, 

C/o. Short furrmers likely haue a forward fpriW 

Enter young T orhe /afiings jCardinall. 
2h*c.Now in good time,heerc comesthe Duke of %rli 
Erin. Richard of Torke how fares our noble brother: 
Tor, W eil my deare Lord : fo mufti call you now . 
PrtnX brother to our griefe , as it is yours : 

Too late he died that might haue kept this Title 
\V hich by Ins death hath loft much maiefty, 5 : 
Glo. How faires our cou fen noble Lord of Torhe, 
Tor. 1 thankeyou [ gentle Vncle ;0 my Lord , 

You faid that idle weeds are faft in growth ; " 

T lae Prince my brother hath ouer giowne meiarrc. 

Qlo. Hee hath my Lord* 

Tor. And therefore is he idle ? 

G lo. Oh my faire coufen I muft not fay To. 

Tor . Then he is more beholding to you then I, 

Glo. He may command me as my foueraigne. 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfmanf 
T or. I pray you vncle giue me this Dagger. 

Glo. My Dagger little coufen,withall my heart. 

Erin \ A begger brother ? 

T or. Of my kind Vncle that 1 know will giue 
And being but a toy which is nogift , to giue, 

GU, A greater gift then that lie giue my coufen. 

Tor. A greater gift , O thats the Sword to it. 

Glo. 1 gentle coufen were it light enough. 

Tor. O then I fee you will part but with light gifts. 

In weigntier things youle lay a begger nay. 

Glo. It is to weighty for your grace to weare. 

7 1 weigh it lightly were it heauier. 

Glo. What would you haue my weapon little lord. 
Tor. I would that I might thinke you as you call me- 
tSloo How ? Torke y Little.* 

Erin. My L. of Torke will ftill becroflfeintalke : 

/ nc»e your grace knowes how to beare with him* 

7 f r -' You meane to beare me , not to beare with me ; 
x nc ^™Y brother mockes both you and me. 


— ttoc ’ 

^.With what a fharpe prouided withe reafons. 

To mitigate the fcorne he giues his vscle. 

He nretely and aptly taunts himfelfe: 

Socunning and fo young is wondcrfull. 

Glo. My Lo* wilt pleale you pafle along . 

My felfe and my good coufm Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to intreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 

2 */. What wilfyou go vntothe Tower my Lord- 
rri«.My Lord protedor will haue it fo. 

Tor\ (hall not fieepe in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo, Why what fhould you feare - ? 

Tor. Marry my vncle Clarence angry gnoft ; _ 

My granam told me,he was murdred there, 

Erin.} feare novnclesdead. 

Glo. Nor none that liue,I hope- 

Fnn. And if they iiue,I hope I need not feare. 

But come my Lord, with a heauy heart 
Thinking on them, goe I vntothe Tower. 

Exeunt Erin .Tor, Hast. Do r. Manet B t/Buc, 

Thinke you my I*, this little prating Torke, 

Was not incenced by his lubtile mother , 

To taunt and fcorne you thus opprobrioufly ? 

Glo. No doubt, no doiibt, Otis a perlous boy 9 

Bold, quicke,ingenious, forward ,capable. 

He is all the mothers from the top to the toe. 

JWWell let them reft: come hither Cutest/, 

Thou art fwom as deeply toeffeft what weintend 
As clofely to coiiceale what we impart. 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgd vpon the way ; 

What thinkeft thou, is it not an eafie matter 
TomakcW'V7//4»? L. Wallings of our mind. 

For the inftalment of this noble Duke, 

In the fcate royallof this fampuslle ? 

Cat. He for his fathers fake fo loues the Princej 
That he will not be wonne to ought againft him. 

Rue- What thinkeft thou then of Stanley .what will he ? 

F a Cat. 


